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dilk-tank. Swan-heat. Octagonal cenote. \sh is wet. Time now opens its eye. ^umina resolve; sighted wrath. Sigh! dilk-moistened lip and lid-l dote 3n and on. Numina rise up by rote. /Vrath abides. Cenote encloses, ash dry. Jttle changelings inside the gross cry. Deep immerse. Drink potfuls, and you bloat. The cryer cries for the Moon and gets it. There is no crying for the moon here, ror moons to waters move and deposit Their slim-rayed-waistlines to endear This beatless me by a tickle implicit In orniscopist-signifier sphere!
Dwarffd amber-sun-untouched heatless scud. Scud, water turns, at once, thirst departs. In threefold-rain, a four and sixty arts. Sadasiva-umbrage; opens up the bud Heating bedewed. And all furies are fled, Divine or soul-bourne or of soiled sorts. But lightning strays longer in darting darts. Pilch-Dark dissolves in Oxymoronic dread Of Dark. What round nimbus lightning fast! Stable streaks of light. Aurum-bow on show Rain-grain-chain-gain-straining liquid gold-cast. In deeps of Kolaar is heard the rumble now, And I loll by this scud-thud rolling tossed.from the ant-hill side.th timid guilts brood! wisdom's catch In a moony trope of thought Mathura to host.                                     Ets and sacred scripture As one l-know-not-field, a great hiccup Of analytical thought, its stricture In an envelop in unconvey'd step Towards yours, a draperied picture! destiny, yuga and its mime.
